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INCONSTANCY. 

Against the curtained pane, beloved, 

The snow beats thick and fast. 
The wild wind's sorrowful refrain 

Is telling of the past — 
And in the old familiar chair. 

Beside the hearth-fire's glow, 
I sit and sing the tender air 

You loved so long ago. 

Ah, often since the springs, beloved. 

Have bloomed above your rest, 
I breathe the sweet old song that sings 

Itself within my breast — 
As children, in the cheerless days 

When winter darkly lowers. 
Retrace the garden's sodden ways, 

And talk of last year's flowers. 

It never seemed to you, beloved. 

When we walked hand in hand. 
Amid the sunshine and the dew 

Of youth's enchanted land, — 
It never seemed to you or me 

That I could sing or smile 
If you were lying silently 

Within your grave the while. 

We thought we could not live, beloved. 

If we were torn apart — 
That earth would have no more to give 

To either stricken heart ; — 
Alas, the change that dme has wrought ! 

Your grave has held you long. 
And in a home where you are not, 

I sing the dear old song ! 

Do you look back to me, beloved, 

From.ojttyour happy sphere. 
And deem me false, that I can be 

Alive, and you not here ? 
Death does not always bring its balm 

To every aching ill — 
Life may outlast its dearest charm. 

And heart-break does not kill. 

It would have been the same, beloved, 

Had I been first to die — 
Another love had worn your name. 

More dear, perchance, than I ; 
Ah, after all these weary years, 

Would you more constant be? 
And would you drop these bitter tears. 

And sing the song for me ? 

— Elizabeth Akers Allen. 



INTERLUDES. 



The Nelson girls, visiting Mrs. Jackson, at Lam- 
mas, were talking in their own room after tea. 

" I must say," remarked Caroline, the elder, " that I 
continue to be agreeably surprised. What is it that 
throws such a delightful glamour over everything ? " 

"The presence of two men," replied Amelia; "they 
add flavor to the toast, tone to the song of birds, to 
the buzz of bees, and color to the flowers. That's 
the glamour." 

" You see we never looked for another gentleman ; 
Mr. Lorribard has been home but a short time." 

" Well let us make hay as long as the grass grows 
under our feet," said Amelia, turning to the window 
to watch the robins hopping over the lawn. Lam- 
mas was an old place, half farm, half country seat. 
The grounds were full of beautiful trees — poplars, 
willows, and elms ; there were crooked paths, and 
straight paths, bordered and shaded by them. It 
was occupied by John Jackson ; his second wife ; her 
baby ; Alexander, his son ; and his half-brother, Lor- 
ribard. The family atmosphere appeared to the Nel- 
son girls like the surroundings — harmonious, tranquil, 
fixed. Who could think of struggle and vicissitude 
here ? The family at this moment were together in 
the common parlor. Lorribard was readmg, ^nd had 
come to this passage : " Year after year we watch pa- 
tiently in a dungeon," when bang fell some heavy 
article overhead in the girls' room. He shut his 
book, and exclaimed : 

" Confound all strangers within our gates ! " 

Alexander thought his remark a cool one, consider- 
ing that he had himself arrived so lately after years 
of unaccountable absence. 

" Strangers, nunky," he said, aloud. " Do you still 
consider Miss Caroline a stranger? If her feet do 



not follow you her eyes do ; she considers you a 
curiosity: — a mystery." 

"Just so," added Mrs. Jackson. "Folks are curi- 
ous about you, Lorribard. Were you a pirate, or a 
missionary? they ask." 

Lorribard reddened, but was silent. 

" Sally," remarked Mr. Jackson, " would have 'em 
invited here all because Alec must needs fall over the 
stump of one of Nelson's trees and sprain his ankle. 
Just like yoii, Sally, to give a week's hospitality for a 
bottle of liniment." 

"Just so," said Sally again, while undressing her 
baby, which performance Mr. Jackson contemplated 
with the benevolent air of a proprietor. " What 
could Georgy's mamma do, when young ladies come 
along in a chay, and stop at my gate, in their admira- 
tion of my trees, and my vines, and my lovely veran- 
dah, and cry, ' What a lovely child ! ' and ' How we 
would like to sketch the chimneys and the balus- 
trade ! ' and so I ask them to stop a week.'' 

Lorribard rose up, and muttering " Stuff and non- 
sense," crossed the hall. But Sally, with all her non- 
sense, made herself necessary to him. When he 
came one day, and repossessed himself of his old 
place, without any stir or explanation, she followed 
his cue, and waited upon him as ' if he had. always 
been the fixture he appeared to be. When her hus- 
band told her that Lorribard was a man of means, 
she secretly bestowed it upon, her own boy; for 
Alexander was the heir of Lammas. She had reason 
for believing that Lorribard would never marry. 
Alexander followed him shortly, and took his place 
on the verandah. There was a decided contrast be- 
tween the two. Lorribard was tall, pale, weather- 
beaten from a sea life, and wearing that peculiar, 
steadfast, out-looking expression incidental to men 
who have led an islolated, adventurous life. He was 
handsome, and did not care about being so. With 
Alexander, his junior by twenty years, it was differ- 
ent; he knew his blue eyes and fair curling hair 
were beautiful. But beauty and all, Alexander was 
bright and graceful — always determined to have a 
good time, and keep things moving. One was all 
repose ; the other all unrest and impulse. The smell 
of Alexander's segar floated up to the window, and 
Amelia said : 

" Ugly robins, over-estimated worm-eaters, you are 
too stupid to be watched. Shall we go down, Car- 
rie ? " 

" After the bear, in his secret lair? " 

" Or young sphinx, through his lively jinks ? " 

"Alec is no sphinx, whatever Lorribard may be. 
By the way, shall we stay for the pic-nic ? If you wish 
it, I am willing, Amelia." 

" Devoted creature ! yes ; I don't mind uniting 
sponge cake and scenery. How will the indifferent 
Lorribard endure such frivolities? By the way, do 
you get on at all with him ? I observed that you were 
interested last night, when he was talking to you." 

" Tropics — he talks well about the tropics." 

" Did he own up about slaves, or opium ? " 

" Oh, Amelia, — for shame ! Why you fairly beamed 
upon him after dinner to-day when we were on the 
lawn. I declare Alec and I felt in the way." 

" Indeed'; are the motes out of your eyes that you 
can see the beams in mine? Let me think — oh, it 
was the Northwest Passage he spoke of; he was elo- 
quent on the subject." 

So the innocent sisters went down, having at- 
tempted to play the hypocrite with each other. They 
were both interested in Lorribard, and each wished 
to believe in the indifference of the other toward him. 
He threw his segar away, when he heard them com- 
ing, and Alexander met them at the door. 

"The air is extremely close, Mr. Lorribard," said 
Caroline, affably. 

" Sultry," added Amelia. "Who next on weather? " 

"The swallows are skimming the pool like mad. 
How is that for off-hand ? " said Lorribard, with un- 
expected spirit. 

" How do you know? " asked Caroline. 

" Because he knows that a tempest is coming," 
cried Alexander, " and my remark is that the baro- 
meter is falling. Is anybody to be frightened ? " 

" I am," declared Caroline. " I inherit fear ; but 
Amelia is stronger minded. I generally feel the at- 
mosphere of a storm." 

" I have been noticing your escape, Carrie," said 
Amelia. " I saw the clouds an hour ago ; what can 
be the reason ? " 

A curious look was exchanged which Lorribard 
happened to intercept, and which roused his observa- 
tion. Caroline looked obstinate, and Amelia haughty. 



But how beautiful she was, he then discovered, 

certainly one of the handsomest women he had ever 
seen. Pshaw ! she was a mere girl ; and what had he- 
to do with a girl's beauty ? All chance had for ever 
gone out of his life for beauty and its possession. 
Still he continued to look at her, and grow strangely 
conscious ; a hundred thoughts a,nd associations 
buzzed about and stung him. " Has Helen Bradley 
forgotten me ? Am I to remember her again ? " he 
thought. 

" The elements are about to wage a fearful war," 
whined Alec, in a piteous voice. " Nature stands 
aghast at her own devastating capacity. Let us sit 
upon the ground, and tell strange stories of disas- 
trous storms. Nunky, here is your chance. Come, 
reveal now your adventures, — which you have never 
done." 

" Don't make an ass of yourself," growled Lorri- 
bard, starting, and looking as if he had come from a 
long distance. 

"Do tell us something," urged Caroline; "the 
time will pass-more quickly." 

" And the clouds, too,"- said Amelia, kindly, and 
looking affectionately at her ; and Lorribard again fglt 
a new pang. 

"Clouds," cried Mrs. Jackson, rushing in. "The 
pigs are squealing terribly, the fowls are fluttering ^ 
over the barn yard, and the cows, huddle together i 
with big eyes. Strange how dumb creatures feel, and 
show their feelings, too." 

"The dumb can show feeling," repeated Amelia,, 
absently. 

""The dumb can feel," said Lorribard softly, at her 
ear. She looked at him in surprise. Was the light- 1 
ning flashing through the room ? His face was full^ 
of light ; there was a new ardor in his eyes, which she 
seemed to feel burn in her own. That was a supreme 
moment, when one being was entirely absorbed by I 
the other — yet both ignorant of it. 

"I have been in such a scene before," he said — 
"and heard those words. Were you here ten years 
ago?" 

Caroline interrupted him. 

" I do not hear thunder yet," she said. Alec looked::| 
queerly at Lorribard. 

" Let us try music, and exorcise the demon of the.3 
storm ; come. Miss Caroline." 
• She declined. The thunder now growled in thel 
distance, and she hid herself in a corner of the sofa.y 
and Amelia stepped out by the window. Lorribard J 
followed her, and Alec watched them as he sat by 1 
Caroline. A terrific peal of thunder broke over the 1 
roof, which made Caroline whimper. Amelia and I 
Lorribard enjoyed the storm. The lightning plowed ,; 
the air, and the wind lashed the trees on the lawn. 

" I see that you like this," said Lorribard. 

"Yes. • Do you smell the bruise^ leaves? The^ 
trees fight against their imprisonment — how they; 
protest ! " 

He was thinking how weill she looked amid the J 
wild commotion. 

" So queenly," he answered. 

The embarrassment brought him to himself. He .■ 
laughed, and said, " Really, I was meditating a com- 
pliment ; I am so rusty that I confuse you." 

" Compliments are foolish — unworthy such a scene. < 
I feel like conversing with you frankly." 

" Agreed ; suppose, too, that we have been over- • 
taken by the storm while traveling in a strange 
country." 

He drew near her, and he felt as if they were apart 
from all the world. 

" Begin, please." 

" Well, all at once, I feel there are things in hea-ven 
and earth, undreamt of in any girl's philosophy, and 
I believe you are the cause. Pray tell me, why you 
should have any influence over me ? " 

Her hand was resting on the railing ; he lightly 
placed his own upon it: like a flower that turns to 
the sun her palm turned to his. , 

" The world forgetdng, by the world forgot," 

described her sensation. A tremendous peal crashed , 
over the house, and Caroline screamed so that 1 
Amelia ran in to her, and begged her to go to her a 
room. That event was the finale of the storm. When 
Caroline had fallen asleep, Amelia went down stairs; 
again. The frogs and crickets lifted up their voices 
refreshed, the rain-drops made music in the leaves; ; 
and the air was sweetwith wet flowers. It was moon- ' 
light, too. Lorribard sat on the verandah, and Alec 'I 
groaned inwardly. 

"This should be my moon," he thought. "Let 
him feast on his past — the light of long ago." 



